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THE FUGITIVE 

Fool, fool, 

They can hear thy frighted feet, 
And they poke fun at thee, 

Or pity thee, 

Or pity thee. 
They can hear thy steps retreat, 
Shuffling timidly. 

Thy gait is hobbling and uncouth, 

For stubborn is earth's clay; 
There was a day, 
There was a day, 

When from the doom of its own youth, 

Thy spirit stole away. 

Do they not know thy spirit's home? 

Thy spirit, glancing, glides 

Beneath all tides, 
Beneath all tides. 

It is a coral under foam; 

In the cool deep it hides. 

For Iq, the yielding element 
Of immortality 

Is like the sea, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Is like the sea. 
Do they not hear, in wonderment, 
The tides enfolding thee? 



THE CROWNING GIFT 

I have had courage to accuse ; 

And a fine wit that could upbraid; 
And a nice cunning that could bruise ; 

And a shrewd wisdom, unafraid 
Of what weak mortals fear to lose. 

I have had virtue to despise 

The sophistry of pious fools; 
I have had firmness to chastise ; 

And intellect to make me rules, 
To estimate and exorcise. 

I have had knowledge to be true ; 

My faith could obstacles remove; 
But now, by failure taught anew, 

,1 would have courage now to love, 
And lay aside the strength I knew. 

Gladys Cromwell 
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